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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

Unlit of a moon or a dim ray 
Through a cavernous tree. 

All, all they will take from me 

By the black shore; 
The ancients will steal me silently 

The purple I wore. 

They will steal my love, they will steal my hate, 

I shall tremble bare; 
They will make my body cold and straight 

And lay me there 

Where my childhood sleeps forever and ever. 

Oh, I fear, 
I fear the town that ever and ever 

I'm coming near. 



OVERLOOKED 

I was nothing, though I had a kind of pain or feeling — 

I knew her hair — 
I think it might be said I knew too well, but I was nothing 

To her but air. 

That other one, he knew her eyes with only half a knowing — 

I knew her eyes — 
I think it might be said I knew too well whom he was loving. 

Yes, he was wise. 
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Edward Sapir 

Oh well, and they are wed — I might indulge in grieving or 
in smiling — 

I hardly dare. 
You see, it wasn't very much I was to her — nothing, 

Nothing but air. 

SHE SITS VACANT- EYED 

Surely, surely, there is something for me, 

There is something to fill my spirit's measure. 

Winds tell, rains tell — 

Somewhere, somewhere is my treasure. 

They promised it me when a raven spoke 

Back in the reaches of maidenhood. 
He spoke for God, he spoke well — 

I am groping for what I then understood. 

Ten thousand pathways ran to treasure — 

The raven spoke, I saw the vision. 
Suns burn, moons burn — 

God, God ! I am sitting in prison ! 

Surely, surely, there is something for me — 
There is something to fill my spirit whole. 

Sun, burn! sun, burn! 

Pity me, make a blaze of my soul! 

Edward Sapir 
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